The Fruit of my Mother\u27s Loins by Yeager, Alecz
The Anthology 
Volume 2019 Article 25 
April 2019 
The Fruit of my Mother's Loins 
Alecz Yeager 
Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.winthrop.edu/anthology 
 Part of the Arts and Humanities Commons 
Recommended Citation 
Yeager, Alecz (2019) "The Fruit of my Mother's Loins," The Anthology: Vol. 2019 , Article 25. 
Available at: https://digitalcommons.winthrop.edu/anthology/vol2019/iss1/25 
This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by Digital Commons @ Winthrop University. It has been 
accepted for inclusion in The Anthology by an authorized editor of Digital Commons @ Winthrop University. For 
more information, please contact bramed@winthrop.edu. 
35
T














Right below her protruding stomach. 
She’s not in labor, though.
The	liquid	isn’t	a	mucus	membrane,
or	signs	that	her	cervix	is	ready	
to push a watermelon through it. 
No, it’s actual watermelon juice,
sweet	and	refreshing,




adding sympathy to her act
of	desperation	and	pity.	
But that bitch doesn’t deserve pity, 
nor the time or attention. 
It’s not like she’s ever done anything
to	help	anyone	but	herself.	
A	few	pedestrians	throw	their	pennies	
into her McDonald’s cup, labeled “Bank Account,”
But never dare to make eye contact
with anything but her abdomen. 
Her sign reads “Pregnant & Homeless”
in	a	scrawl	that	implies	her	lack	of	schooling.	
The round, purple bruises on her arms
let the people know what their pennies will go towards. 
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They’ll go towards heroin and cocaine,
or	“special	juice”	and	“fairy	dust”	as	she	use	to	call	them
when she romanticized drugs 
to	a	four-and-a-half-year-old.
I steadily make my way towards her corner 
and	let	my	eyes	be	the	first	of	the	day	










I pull away, but never break our gaze, 
as	I	swat	my	hand	at	her	fruit	baby.
The melon collapses between us
into	little	pieces	of	pink	and	green	mush.	
Even the pretend thought 
of	her	bringing	another	strung-out	newborn
into this shitty world
makes cold blood slither up my spine.
Fuck the woman whose watermelon I once was.
Fuck the people that give her sympathy pennies.
Fuck	sidewalks	that	let	her	beg	for	drug	money	on	them.
And	fuck	the	ants	that	stick	to	my	pink	stained	pumps
as I click my way back down 34th street.
 
